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Non omnis moriar; mtdtaque pars met 
vitabit Libitinam; usque ego postera 
crescam laude recens; dum Capitolium 
scatidet cum tacita virgine pontifex .... 

— Q. Horatius Flaccxjs. 

No more the maiden and the priest 

Climb as of old the sacred hill, 
The stately ministries have ceased, 

The altars are unlit and chill. 

Proud roof and pillared hall are low; 

Alas! the legions and the ships, 
The eagles that disdained the foe, 

The trumpets and the silent lips. 

But as Bandusia's fountain clear 

Might paint the bending ilex tree 
And all the careless blooms that peer 

Into the water's imagery, 

The crystal of the poet's art 

Reveals the homely feasts and fires 
That cheered the lyric sage's heart, 

Sets dancing still his sylvan choirs. 

O Tibur of the restless streams, 

O Baiae, splendid by the sea, 
Apulia, witched by boyhood's dreams, 

Untouched of time your charm shall be; 

For poets have a gift to stay 

The flying years that do men wrong, 

And we may find lost yesterday 
Unshattered in the glass of song. 

Florence Elizabeth Dunn 
Colby College 
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